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352 Original Poetry. [Sept- 

Though his miisick surpasses the Mantuan swan, 
Yet what is it all to the sine qua non ? 
Sine qua non, &c. 

Then fill up a bumper — let's drink to the smile. 
That sorrow, misfortune, and care can beguile ; 
In life's chequer'd path may we gaily move on, 
Ever cheer'd by the love of the sine qua non. 
Sine qua non, &c. 

A SECRETARY OF THE EMBASST. 



The following lines were sent to a friend in this country from England, in manu- 
script — they Ijave never been printed. 

IMPROMPTU BY LORD BYRON, 

ON A tADv's KEMARKING THE MELANCHOLY OF HIS COL'KTENANCS;; 

If from the heart where sorrows sit. 

Their dusky shadows mount too high. 
Or on the changing aspect flit. 

Or cloud the brow or dim the eye ; 
Heed not the gloom, it soon will sink. 

My thoughts their prison know too well, 
Back to the heart they hence will shrink. 

And bleed within their silent cell. 

A gentleman lately received from a friend in England, a letter of condolence on the 
loss of a son, whose virtues and talents gave promise of the greatest excellence ; 
and the writer enclosed the following copy of an epitaph, recently composed for 
the monument of an interesting young woman, the only child of a man of ancient 
family and large fortune, all wliose hopes were blasted by her death. The thought 
is not new, but it is very Bnely expressed. 

When at the holy altar's foot is giv'n, 
The blushing maiden to the enamour'd youth. 
Whose well tried honour, constancy and truth. 
Afford the promise of an earthly heaven ; 
Tho' to far distant friends and country led. 
Fond parents triumph mid the tears they shed. 
Shall we then grieve, that a celestial spouse. 
Hath borne this virgin treasure from our sight. 
To share the blessings of eternal light. 
The end of all our prayers and all our vows ? 
We should rejoice, but cannot as we ought. 
Great God I Ibrgive the involuntary fault. 



